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Author's Notes: 
This was just an idea and a twitter group chat forced me to make it a fanfiction. Self inserted trash again. 


It was a Friday night when Brian told me he'd cook for me today. | just nodded at that and smiled, | always felt 
a little weird when it came to stuff like that. 


‘Oh, so.. do | need to get dressed?" | asked, looking myself down. | was wearing panties and one of Brians T- 
shirts. 
He just shrugged, smirked and said "Wear whatever you want, my dear. | wouldn't mind if you had dinner 


naked." | huffed and lightly punched his shoulder. "Well, fine, I'll stay like that then" 


Knowing Brian, it would be a vegetarian meal which was absolutely fine by me, | usually got my meat from.. 


other sources. 


Brian showed me what he got and explained: "So, | got feta cheese and olives, lettuce and some wine. | think you 


like all of those, don't you? The feta cheese will be grilled with the olives and.. well, | guess you know how | 


usually make a salad." He grinned at me and | nodded, chuckling softly. "yeah, | mean, there's no meat in it, so 
no substitutes and.. there's olives with the feta so it's probably olive oil and stuff?" Brian nodded and grinned, 
taking me by the shoulders and gently leading me out of the kitchen 

"You're right, although the question was clearly metaphorical. Now, I'll call you when dinner's ready. Oh-- and 
Roger will come by too, | hope that's fine by you.. Just in case you want to get dressed 


| frowned a little but nodded eventually. "All fine, yeah." Then | turned to press a gentle kiss to his lips, which 


he returned, before | headed to the living room. 


| grabbed the book | left on the couch earlier and continued reading until | heard a knock on the door. Rolling 
my eyes, | huffed slightly. | probably wouldn't be able to finish this bloody chapter just today so | got up and 
opened the door, it was Roger, obviously, and | greeted him with a hug. 


"Dinner's not ready yet, | could read you the chapter | tried to read for the past two hours though." | said in 


a slight passive aggressive tone. 


The blonde chuckled at that "What's wrong with you, sweetie? Half naked and sounding.. annoyed" 
"Not annoyed, just a little-- yesokaylmightbeannoyed, shut up." | replied in one breath and a chuckle before | 
flopped back onto the couch. 


Brian peeked out from the kitchen, greeting Roger with a just a wave of his hand. He'd seen him before today. 


"Dinner's almost ready." 


| didn't even bother picking my book back up and just sighed, looking at Roger. He in turn raised his eyebrows. 
"What? Are you sighing at me?" 
"No I'm not. I'm just happy you're here. We haven't seen each other in a while!" | argued, raising my eyebrows 


mockingly. 


‘Its been a week, darling. That's not really long" He argued in a rather soft tone and | just shrugged, especially 


because the kitchen door opened again and Brian told us, that dinner was ready. 


Roger entered the kitchen first and sat on the other side of the table. | sat down as well and Brian sat down 
next to me, placing a pan with a big piece of grilled feta in front of everyone. He also placed the salad on the 


table, poured everyone a glass of wine and smiled before we started to eat. 


We were all in a conversation, all laughing and already at our third bottle of wine when Brian almost casually 
placed a very warm hand on my inner thigh. | didn't pay much attention to it and we continued the 
conversation until | could feel the warmth of his hand slowly wander right in between my legs, his hand 


just.resting on my crotch. 


| slowly took my eyes off of Roger, who | have just been talking to and slowly looked down at Brians hand, then 
up at him. Now he was talking to Roger, not even looking at me. He chuckled and gave me an almost offendingly 
polite look and | just frowned at him. 


Then he returned to the conversation with Roger as if nothing was different. | squinted slightly at him before 
propping an elbow on the table and resting my head in my palm. 


His hand just resting there drove me nervous and the warmth of it seemed to just seep right into me. 


Roger was still telling some story about different kinds of alcohol and how they fucked him up differently and | 
started to participate in the conversation by explaining how badly drunk | got after drinking three bottles of 


wine by myself. In the middle of my sentence | felt Brians middle finger press down on me. 
Bullseye. 


He put the pressure right on my clit and | paused mid sentence. | looked at Brian questioningly but the guitarist 


just looked at me with raised eyebrows, innocently. 
Bastard. 


So | played along. "You don't remember what the name of the wine was, do you?" | asked, not closing my legs 
but rather sitting in a way so | could spread them a little more. 


"Mhh, no, can't remember it - sorry." Brian just said, shaking his head and now rubbing his finger up and down 
| took a shaky breath and looked back at Roger. "Anyway... Red wine is just the worst.. and the hangover...” 


Roger had already realised what was going on. And he just smugly grinned at me. Whenever Brian moved his 


finger, | could feel that | was wet and really, it pissed me off. He had planned this, obviously. 


With a quick movement, Brians hand was inside my panties, his fingers, now both his middle and his pointer 
finger, rubbing at my rather slick clit. 


| shook my head a little, eyes half lidded. "Something wrong, darling?" Brian asked, sweetly, way too sweet, and 
stopped moving his fingers. 

He stopped. He just-- 

"No, nothing's wrong, don't just stop." | grumbled, not moving but now looking up at Brian with a glare. 

| heard Roger chuckle from across the table and | quickly turned my head to give him a glare too, he was still 
grinning smugly at me, watching me. | was returning my gaze to Brian who then applied a little more pressure 


and rubbed his fingers just a little quicker on my clit. 

But really, that was enough to draw a gasp and a soft mewl from me and a chuckle from Brian 

"Why..." | murmured, eyes fixated on Brian again. "Oh, do you want me to stop?" 

"Fuck, no... | just.." | moaned softly. "--why now. Why with him--" | was, of course, referring to Roger who.. 


seemed to have his hand busy under the table by now as well, but he was still smirking at me, watching me. 


"Well, he likes to watch..." Brian said, his voice was still gentle and soft, but also quite smug. 


| closed my eyes and put a hand on top of Brians’ in an attempt to make him speed his movements up. 


"Oh, darling, be so kind and look at Roger. He wants to see your face when you come." 


"What?" | asked, confused. Brian didn't speed up but | could feel myself getting closer and closer with each 


small movement, each rub. 


"look at Rog and I'll move faster." Brian said and slowed down. | whimpered and lifted my head slightly, opening 
my eyes to look at Roger. The smile had faded from his face and his big eyes seemed to be clouded by lust. 


Once | made eyecontact, Brians rubs sped up and | choked on air when | took a sharp breath. 
The orgasm came sudden and it came like a landslide. Although | was looking right at Roger, my vision went 
blurry and | felt my entire body tingle. The intense feeling went from my pussy right to my stomach, my 


arms, hands, legs, feet. | only managed to gasp voicelessly. 


At the same time | heard a soft, gentle moan from Roger. | tried to see his face but my attention was quickly 


brought back to the fingers rubbing my now swollen and way too sensitive clit, making me wince twice. 


| looked at Roger with a blank expression and a gaping mouth only to see that he broke eye contact to wipe his 
hand on one of the napkins on the table. 


Brian removed his hand from my panties, leaving me with an uncomfortable wetness, to do the same. 


| looked at both of them. First Brian, then Roger, with a face of indignation. The drummer cleared his throat 
first and fixed his pants, flashing the other two a cheerful grin. 
"How about desert?" 


